
The T rtgedie ofW amlet 

Pat two months dead, nay not fo much, not two,. 4 . 

So excellent a King, that was to this 
Hyperion to a Satire, fo louing tc my mother, 

That he might not betceme the winds of heauen 
Vifit her face too rbughlyi heauen and earth 
Muft I remember, why fhe fhould hang on him 
As ifincreafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on, andyet within a month. 

Let me not thinke on’t; frailty thy name is woman 
A little month. Orcrethofefiiooeswereold- 
With which fhe followed my poore fathers body 
Like Niobe all t cares, why fhe 
OGod ! a beaft that wants difeourfe of reafon 
Would haue mourn’d longer, married with my Vnclr, 

My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Then I to Hertttles, within a month. 

Ere yet the fait of moil vnrighteous teares 
Had left the fltifhing in her gauled eyes 
She married Oh 1 mod wicked /peed ,* to pod 
With fich dexterity to incefiious fhectes. 

It is not, nor it cannot cometo good. 

But breake my heart for I muft hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio , Marcellas and 'Bernardo. 

Hera. Haile to your Lordfhippe. (ftl/e. 

Ham. I am glad to fee you well ; Horatio, or I do forget my 

Hora. the fame my Lord, and ycur poore feruant euer. 

H am. Sir my good friend. He change that name with you,. 
And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio ? 

\JMarcellus. 

t^Mar. My good Lord. 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you , ' good eucn hr) 

But what in faith make you from Wittenberg ? 

H ora. A truant difpofition good my Lord. 

H am. I would not heare your er.emic fay fo* 

Nor (hall you do my earc that violence 
To make it trader of your ownc report 
Againft your felfe, 1 know you are no truant, 

B*t what is your affaire in Elfononre ? 

Week teach you for to drinke ere you depart. 
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fftrtiMy Lerd,I came to fee your fathers funeral!. 

Ham. I prethce doe not mocke me fellow ftudenr, 

5 thinke it was to nay mothers wedding. 

Hora. Indeed my Lord it followed hard vpon. 

Ham. TLrift, thrift, Hvntf/*, the funerall bak’e racates 
Did coldly furnifh forth the marriage tables, 

Would I had met my dcareft foe in Heauen 
Or euer 1 had feene that day Horatio. 

My father me chinkes I fee my father. 

Hora, Where my Lord? 

H am. In mymindcscyc Horatio. 

Hora. I faw him once,a was a goodly King, 

Ham, A was a man take him for all in all 
I lhall not looke vpon his like againc. 

H ora. My Lord I thinke Ifaw him yefternighc, 

H am. Saw, who? 

Hwvr.My Lord thcKing your father. 

Ham, The King my Father? 

H ora, Seafon your admiration for a white 
With an attemiue care till I may deliucr 
Vpon the witnefle of thefe gentlemen 
Tnismaruailctoyon, 

Ham, For Gods louc let me heare? 

Hora. T wo nights together had thefe gentlemen 
Marcellas, and Barnardo, on ; their watch, 

In the dead wall and middle of the night 
Beene thus incountrcd,a figure like your father 
Armed at poynt, exactly Cap apea 
Appearcs before them, and withfolemne march, 

Goes flowv and (lately by them ; thrice he walkt 
By their opp re 11 and feare furprifed eyes, 

Within this rrpnchionj leneeh,v\hil ft they diftil’4 

Almoft to gclly,with the act of fcarc 

Stand durnibc and fpeakc not to himjthis to me. 

In drcadtull fecrecy impart they did, 

And I with them the third night kept the watch. 

Whereas they had deliucred both in time, • \ ! 

Forme of the thing, each word made true and goody 
/.he Apparifion comes : I knew jour father, 

C a Theft 
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